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doll into a gallipot: bricks were piled up one upon the
other when suddenly humming broke upon my ear. I
started reading in a slow clear voice, but the humming
got louder: fearing complete detachment, I read on with
firmness and with fervour, but as the story developed so
alas ! did the singing. The dolls begin to dance and the
song becomes lyrical; I dare not move and my heart
fails, but not so " The Magic Fishbone "*; there is a pause ;
she looks up at me from her play, and oh! joy! my
Elizabeth has had enough of herself and scurries across
the room to join the party.

* A story by Dickens.